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10 THE CUCKOO. 


AlL, beauteous Stranger of the grove! 
Thou Meſſenger of Spring 
Now Heaven repairs thy rural ſeat, 
And woods thy welcome fing, 


What time the daify decks the green, 
Thy certain voice we hear; 
Haſt thou a ſtar to guide thy path, 
Or mark the rolling year? 
ZY Wy BL Delightful 


D. 


Delightful Viſttant! with thee 


I hail the time of flowers, 
And hear the ſound of muſic ſweet 


From birds among the bowers. 


The ſchool-boy, wandering thro' the wood 
To pull the primroſe gay, 
Starts, the new voice of Spring to hear, 


And imitates thy lay. 


What time the pea puts on the bloom 

Thou flieſt thy vocal vale, 

An annual gueſt in other lands, 
Another Spring to hail, 


Sweet Bird! thy bower is _ green, 
Thy ſky is ever clear; 
Thou haſt no ſorrow in thy ſong, 
No winter in thy year! 
** O could 


5 0----—:- 3 
O could I fly, I'd fly with thee! 
We'd make, with joyful wing, 
Our annual viſit o'er the globe, 
Companions of the Spring. 


* 
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THE BRAES OF YARROW. 


£6 f cap braes were bonny, Yarrow ſtream ! 
* When firſt on them I met my lover; 
e Thy braces how dreary, Yarrow ſtream ! 

„ When now thy waves his body cover 
“ Forever ow, O Yarrow ſtream! 
Thou art to me a ſtream of ſorrow ; 

& For never on thy banks ſhall I 
* Behold my love, the flower of Yarrow. 


« He promiſed me a milk-white ſteed, | 
“Jo bear me to his father's bowers; 
© He promiſed me a little page, 
| „ To Tauire me to his father's towers; 


2 5 He 
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« He promiſed me a wedding-ring,— 

93 Kd wedding-day was fix d to-morrow ;— 
& Now he is wedded to his grave, 

& Alas, his watery grave, in Yarrow! 


& Sweet were his words when laſt we met; 
My paſſion J as freely told him! 
“ Claſp'd in his arms, I little thought 
“That I ſhould never more behold him 
& Scarce was he gone, I ſaw his ghoſt ; 
<« It vaniſh'd with a ſhriekof ſorrow ; 
Thrice did the water-wraith aſcend, 
« And gave a doleful groan chte Yatrow. 


« His mother from the window look'd, 
« With all the longing of a mother; 
His little ſiſter weeping walk d 
* The green-wood path to meether brother : 
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They ſought him eaſt, they fought him welt, 
They fought him all the foreſt thorough ; 


They only ſaw the cloud of night, 
They only heard the roar. of Yarrow ! 


No longer from thy window look, 


“ Thou haſt no ſon, thou tender mother! 


No longer walk, thou lovely maid ! 


“ Alas, thou haſt no more a brother! 


No longer ſeek him eaſt or weſt, 


C And ſearch no more the foreſt thorough ; 
For, wandering in the night ſo dark, 


( 
He fell a lifeleſs corſe in Yarrow: 


The tear ſhall never leave my cheek, 


ce No other youth ſhall be my marrow; _ 


PI ſeek thy body in the ſtream, 


„ And then with thee I'll ſleep in Yarrow.” 
4 : The 
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The tear did never lea - her cheek, 

No other youth became her marrow; 
She found his body in the nw, 
And now with him the fleeps in Yarrow. 
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ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY. 


HE peace of Heaven attend thy ſhade, 
My early friend, my favourite maid | 
When life was new, companions gay, 


We hail'd the morning of our day. 


Ah, with what joy did I behold 
The flower of beauty fair unfold! 
And fear'd no ſtorm to blaſt thy bloom. 


Or bring thee to an carly tomb ! 


Untimely gone! for ever fled 


The roſes of the cheek ſo red; 


Ti affection warm, the temper mild, 


The ſweetneſs that in ſorrow ſmil'd. 


| Alas! 


P © N M 9 
Alas! the cheek where beauty glow'd, 
The heart where goodneſs overflow'd, 
A clod amid the valley lies, 
And “ duſt to duſt'> the mourner cries. 


O from thy kindred early torn, 85 


And to thy grave untimely borne! 
Vaniſh'd for ever from my view, 


Thou ſiſter of my ſoul, adieu! 


Fair with my firſt ideas twin'd, 

Thine image oft will meet my mind; 

And, while Remembrance brings thee near, 
Aion Nd will drop alan. 7 


How oft does Sorrow bend the head, 
Before we dwell among the dead! 
Scarce in the years of manly prime, 


I've often wept the wrecks of time. 


What 
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What tragie tears bedew the eye! 


What deaths we ſuffer ere we die! 


Our broken friendſhips we deplore, 
And loves of youth-»that are no more! 


No after. friendſhip e er can raiſe 


Th' endearments of our early days; 


And ne'er the heart ſuch fondneſs prove, 


As when it firſt began to love. 


Affection dies, a vernal flower; 


And Love, the bloſſom of an hour; 
The ſpring of Fancy cares controul, 
And mar the beauty of the ſoul. 


Verſed in the commerce of deceit, 
How ſoon the heart forgets to beat ! 
The blood runs cold at Int reſt's call :— 


They look with equal eyes on all. 
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Then lovely Nature is expelb'd, 
And Friendſhip is romantic held; 
Then Prudence comes with hundred eyes :— 


The Veil is rent: the Viſion flies. 


The dear Illuſions will not laſt; 
The æra of Enchantment's paſt ; 
The wild Romance of Life is done; 


The real Hiſtory is begun. 


The Sallies of the Soul are o'er, 
The Feaſt of Fancy is no more; 
And ill the banquet is ſupply'd 
By form, by gravity, by pride. 

* | 
Ye Gods! whatever ye withhold, 
Let my affections ne er grow old; 
Ne'er may the human glow depart, | 
Nor Nature yield to frigid Art! 1 


Still 
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Still may the generous boſom burn, 
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TO WOMEN. 
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E Virgins! fond to be admir d, 
With mighty rage of conqueſt fir'd, 
And univerſal ſway ; | 
Who heave th' uncover'd boſom high, 
And roll a fond, loviting eye, 
On all the circle gay! 


You mils the fine and ſecret art 
To win the caſtle of the heart, 

For which you all contend ; | 
The coxcomb tribe may oxen Jour train, 
But you will never, never gain, | 

A lover, or a nien. 
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If this your paſſion, this your praiſe, 


To ſhite, to dazzle, and to blaze, 
You may be call'd divine: 

Put not a youth beneath the ſky 

Will fay in ſecret, with a ſigh, 


4 O were that Maiden mine!“ 


You marſhal, brilliant, from the box, 

Fans, feathers, diamonds, caſtled locks, 
Your magazine of arms ; ; 

But *tis the ſweet ſequeſter'd walk, 

The whiſpering hour, the tender talk, 
That gives your genuine charms. 

The N like robe, the natural grace, 

The ſmile, the native of the face, | | 
Refinement withouyart; 1 i 

The eye where pure affection beams, | 

The tear from tenderneſs that ſtreams, 


The accents of the heart ; 


The 
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The trembling frame, the living cheek, 

Where, like the morning, bluſhes break 
To crimſon o'er the breaſt ; 

The look where ſentiment is ſeen, 


Fine paſſions moving o'er the mien, 
And all the ſoul expreſt; 


Your beauties theſe: with theſe you ſhine, 
And reign on high by right divine, 
The ſovereigns of the world; 


Then to your court the nations flow; 


The Muſe with flowers the path will ſtrew, 
Where Venus' car is hurl'd. 


From dazzling deluges of ſnow, 

From Summer noon's meridian glow, -/ 
We turn our aking eye, 

To Nature's robe of vernal green, 

To the blue curtain all ſerene, 
Of an Autumnal ſky, 


'The 


* 
* 
H 
F 
* 
4 
4 
* 
2 
1 
ro - 
= 
333 
2 
* Xx 4 
75 
{EB 
. 9 
. 
% 
* 
E 
— 
[ 
2 
. 1 
f 
* 
2 
4 5 
31 * 
Se 
LEY 
3 
w 
13 
1 
1 
1 Y 


: 
— 
— 

f * 


— > R —— — 
wy © * * 7 — 2 - * 0 3 
e EW et ro eee ee % απι 
” n * N ' 3 


16 


0 3 M6 
The Rrvcailis tree of Beauty's Queen, 
Behold the Myrtle's modeſt green, 
The Virgin of the grove! 
Soft from the circlet of her ſtar, 
The tender turtles draw the car 
Of Venus and of Love. 


The growing charm invites the eye; 
See morning gradual paint the ſky 
With purple and with gold! 


See Spring approach with ſweet delay | 


See roſebuds open to the ray, 
And leaf by leaf unfold! 


We love th' alluring line of grace, 

That leads the eye a wanton chace, 
And lets the fancy rove 

The walk of Beauty ever bends, 

And ſtill begins, but never ends, 
The labyrinth of love. 


At 
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At times, to veil, is to reveal, 
And to diſplay, is to conceal; 

| Myſterious are your laws! 

The viſion's finer than the view); 
Her landſcape Nature never drew 


So fair as Fancy draws, 


A. beauty, careleſsly betray'd, | 
Enamours more, than if diſplay'd 
All Woman's charms were given ; 
And, o'er the boſom's veſtal white, 
The gauze appears a robe of light, 
That veils, yet opens, Heaven. 


See Virgin Eve, with graces bland, 
Freſh blooming from her Maker's hand, 
In orient beauty beam! | 
Fair on the river. margin laid, 
She knew not that her image made 
The angel in the ſtream. i 
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Still ancient Eden blogms your own; 
But artleſs Innocence alone 


Secures the heavenly poſt 


For if, beneath an Angel's mien, 


The Serpent's tortuous _— ſeen, 
Our Paradiſe is loft, 


O Nature, Nature, thine the charm ! 

Thy colours woo, thy features warm, 
Thy accents win the heart! 

Pariſian paint of every kind, 

That ſtains the body or the mind, 
Proclaims the Harlot's art. 


The midnight Minſtrel of the grove, 


Who ſtill renews the hymn of love, 
And woos the wood to hear; 

Knows not the ſweetneſs of his ſtrain, 

Nor that, above the tuneful train ' 


He charins the Lover's ear. 
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The Zone of Venus, heavenly-fine, 
Is Nature's handy- work i 
And not the web of Art; 
And they who wear it never know 
To what enchanting charm they owe 


The empire of the heart. 
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: OSSIANs HYMN 
TO THE SUN. 


FA THOU whoſe beams the ſea-girt earth array, 
| King of the Sky, and Father of the Day! 
O Sun! what fountain, hid from human eyes, 
Supplies thy circle round the radiant ſkies, 

For ever burning and for ever bright, 
With Heaven's pure fire, and everlaſting light ? 
What awful beauty in thy face appears ! 


Immortal youth, beyond the power of years! 


When gloomy Darkneſs to thy reign reſigns, 
And from the gates of Morn thy glory ſhines, 
The conſcious ſtars are put to ſudden flight, 
And all the planets hide their heads in night ; 


The 
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The Queen of Heaven foilakes th' ethereal plain, 
To fink inglorious in the Weſtern Main. 

The clouds refulgent deck thy golden throne, 
High in the Heavens, immortal and alone! 

Who can abide the brightneſs of thy face? 

Or who attend thee in thy rapid race? 

The 'mountain-oaks, like their own leaves, decay 
Themſelves the mountains wear with age away; 
The boundleſs main, that rolls from land to land, 
Leſſens at times, and leaves a waſte of ſand; 

The ſilver Moon, refulgent lamp of night, 

Is loſt in Heaven, and emptied of her light : 

But Thou for ever ſhalt endure the ſame, 


Thy light eternal, and unſpent thy flame. 
When tempeſts with their train impend on high, 
Darken the day, and load the labouring ſky; N 


When Heaven's wide convex glows with lightnings 


dire, 
All æther flaming, and all earth on fire; 


C3 When 
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When loud and long the deep-mouth'd thunder rolls, 
And peals on peals redoubled rend the poles; 

If from the opening clouds thy form appears, 
Her wonted charm the face of Nature wears ; 
'Thy beauteous orb reſtores departed day, 

Looks from the ſky, and laughs the ſtorm away: 
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WRITTEN IN SPRING. 


O longer hoary Winter reigns, 


No longer binds the ſtreams in chains, 
Or heaps with ſnow the meads; 
Array'd with robe of rainbow-dye, 

At laſt the Spring appears on high, 

And, ſmiling over earth and ſky, 


Her new creation leads. 


. 


The ſnows confels a warmer ray, 

The looſen'd ſtreamlet loves to ſtray, 
And echo down the dale; 

The hills uplift their ſummits green, 
The vales more verdant ſpread between, 


The cuckoo in the wood unſeen 
Coos ceaſeleſs to the gale. - 


The rainbow arching woos the eye 
With all the colours of the ſky, 
With all the pride of Spring; 


Now Heaven deſcends in ſunny ſhowers, 
The ſudden fields put on the flowers, h 
The green leaves wave upon the bowers, 


And birds begin to ſing. 
1 
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The cattle wander in the wood, 

And find the wonted verdant food, 
Beſide the well-kndW rills; 

Blithe in the ſun the ſhepherd ſwain 

Like Pan attunes the paſtral ſtrain, 

While many echoes ſend again 


The muſic of the hills, 


At eve, the primroſe path along, 

The milkmaid ſhortens with a ſong 

Her ſolitary way 5 

She ſees the Fairies, with their Queen, | 
Trip hand-in-hand the circled green, 
And hears them raiſe at times, unſeen, 


The ear-inchanting lay. 


Maria, 
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Maria, come! Now let us rove, 
Now gather garlands in the grove, | 
Of every new. ung flower; | 
We'll hear the . of the wood, 
We'll trace the windings of the flood; 
O come Thou, fairer than the 1 
Unfolding in a ſhower! 


Fair as the lily of the vale, 
That gives its boſom to the gale 
And opens in the Sum; 


And ſweeter than thy favourite dove, 
The Venus of the vernal grove, 
Announcing to the choirs of love 


LOW 


Their time of bliſs begun. 
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Now, now, thy Spring of Life appears 3 
Fair in the morning of thy years, 
And May of Beauty crown'd: 
Now vernal viſions meet thine eyes, 
Poetic dreams to fancy riſe, 
And brighter days in better ſkies jz— 
Elyſium be around. 


Now, now's the morning of thy day; 
But, ah! the morning flies away, 

: And youth is on the wing; 

*Tis Nature's voice, «O pull the roſe, 

Now while the bud in beauty blows, 
« Now while the opening ba diſcloſe 


| « The incenſe of the Spring! 
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What youth, high-favour'd of the ſkies, 


What youth ſhall win the brighteſt prize 
That Nature has in ſtore? 
Whoſe conſcious eyes ſhall meet with thine ; 
Whoſe arms thy yielding waſte entwine ; 
Who, raviſh'd with thy charms divine, 


Requires of Heaven no more! 


Not happier the Primæval Pair, 
When new. made earth, ſupremely fair, 


Smiled on her virgin Spring; 


When all was fair to God's own eye, 
* 


When ſtars conſenting ſung on high, 
And all Heaven's Chorus made the ſky 
With Hallellvjahs ring. - | 


| Devoted 


ed 
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Devoted to the Muſes* choir, 


I tune the Caledonian lyre 
To themes of high renown :— 
No other theme than You PII chuſe, 
Than You invoke "K other Muſe ; 
Nor will that gentle hand refuſe 
Thy Bard with bays to crown, 


Where hills by ſtoried ſtreams afcend, © 
My dreams and waking wiſhes tend 
Poetic eaſe to woo; | 


Where Fairy fingers curl the grove, 


Where Grecian Spirits round me rove, 


Alone Inamour'd with the love 


Of Nature and of You! 


29 


Tr day i departed, and round from the clou 


The Moon in her beauty appears; ; 
The voice. of the Nightingale warbles aloud 
The muſic of love in our ears: 
Maria, appear now the ſeaſon ſo ſweet 
With the beat of the heart is in tune; 
The time is ſo tender for lovers to meet 


Alone by the light of the Moon. 


I cannot when preſent unfold what 1 feel, 
I figh——Can a lover do more? 
Her name to the ſhepherds I never reveal, 


Yet I think of her all the day o'er. 


loud 
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Maria, my love! Do you long for the grove? 


Do you ſigh for an interview ſoon ? 


Does e'er a kind thought run on me as you rove 


Alone by the light of the Moon? 


Your name from the ſhepherds whenever I hear 
My boſom 1s all in a glow; | 

Your voice when it vibrates ſo ſweet thro? mine ear. 
My 5 thrills my eyes overflow. 

Ye Powers of the Sky, will your bin divine 
Indulge a fond lover his boon I 

Shall heart ſpring to heart, and Maria be mine, 
Alone by the light of the Moon? 


wx 
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TO SLEEP. 

4 N vain I court till dawning light 

| 1 The coy Divinity of night ; 
oc ; Reſtleſs from fide to ſide 1 turn, 
, "if Ai ye muſings of the Morn! 

0 : Oh, Sleep! tho? baniſh'd from thoſe _ 
[ 7 In viſions fair to Delia riſe ; 

. 1 And o'er a dearer form diffuſe | 

1 0 Thy healing balm thy lenient dews. 

| Bleſt be her night 5 infants reſt, 

b Lull'd on the fond maternal breaſt, .- 
4 Who ſweetly- playful ſmiles in fleep, 
3 4 | 8 Nor des that he is hangs Tas weep. 

| | 6 . | © Remove 


—_ * G—ü—ü—äñä 2 — ͤ 2222 eg 
— 
> \ 
. 2 8 
hed — 
— —— 229 — 3 4 


LOVE 


F @& © mm 12k 


Remove the terrors of the night, 


The phantom-forms of wild affright, 


The ſhrieks from precipice or flood, 
And ſtarting ſcene that ſV ims with blood. 


Lead her aloft to blooming bowers, 

And beds of amaranthine flowers, 

And golden ſkies, and glittering ſtreams; 
That paint the paradiſe of dreams. 


Venus! preſent a lover near, 
And gently whiſper in her ear 


His woes, who, lonely and forlorn, 


Counts the flow clock from night till morn, 


Ah! let no portion of my pain, 

Save juſt a tender trace, remain z 
Aſleep conſenting to be kind, 

And wake with Daphnis in her mind. 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 


ARTA bright with beauty's glow; 
In conſcious gaiety you go 
| The pride of all the Park: 
Attracted groupes in ſilence gaze, 
And ſoft behind you hear the praiſe 
And whiſper of the ſpark: 
In Fancy's thy 8 whirl'd, 
- You make the circle of the world, 
And dance a dizzy road? 
The maids — kindling youths behold 
Vou triumph ow the enviow Old, 
The Queen of Beauty Sew d. | 
Where'er 
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Where'er the beams of Fortune blaze, 
Or Faſhion's whiſpering zephyr plays, 
The inſect tribe attends ; 
Gay-glittering thro' a Summer's day, 
The filken myriads melt away 
Before a Sun deſcends. 


Divorced from elegant delight, 


The vulgar Venus holds her night 
An alien to the ſkies; 
Her boſom breathes no finer fire; 

No radiance of divine deſire 


Illumes reſponſive eyes. 


Gods! ſhall a ſordid ſon of earth 

Enfold a form of heavenly birth, 
And raviſh joys divine? 

An angel bleſs unconſcious arms? 

The circle of ſurrendered charms 


Unhallowed hands entwine ? 
D 2 The 
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TO A YOUNG LADY. 


M. * bright with beauty's glow; 
In conſcious gaiety you go 

The pride of all the Park: 

Attracted groupes in ſilence gaze, 

And ſoft behind you hear the praiſe 
And whiſper of the ſpark. 


In Fancy's airy chariot whitl'd, 
Lou make the circle of the world, 
And dance a dizzy FE EN 
The maids = kindling youths behold 
' You triumph Ve the envious Old, 
The Queen of Beauty 690 0 d 
Where'er 
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Whereer the beams of Fortune blaze, 
Or Faſhion's whiſpering zephyr plays, 
The inſe& tribe attends ; 


Gay-glittering thro' a Summer's day, 
The filken myriads melt away 
Before a Sun deſcends. 


Divorced from elegant delight, 

The vulgar Venus holds her night 
An alien to the ſkies; 

Her boſom breathes no finer fire, 

No radiance of divine deſire 


Illumes reſponſive eyes. 


Gods? ſhall a ſordid ſon of earth 

| Enfold a form of heavenly birth, 
And raviſh joys divine? 

An angel bleſs unconſcious arms? 

The circle of ſurrendered charms 

Unhallowed hands entwine? ) 
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The abſent day; the broken dream; 


The viſion wild; the ſudden ſcream; 


Tears that unbidden flow. 
Ah! let no ſenſe of griefs profound 


That beauteous boſom ever wound 


With unavailing woe! 


The wild enchanter Youth beguiles, 
And Fancy's fairy landſcape ſmiles 


With more than Nature's bloom; 


The ſpring of Eden paints your bowers, 


Unſetting ſuns your promiſed hours 


With golden light illume. 


A hand advancing ſtrikes the bell! 
That ſound diflalves the magic ſpell, 


And all the charm is gone 


The viſionary landſcape flies: | 


At once th' aerial muſic dies; 
In wild you walk alone! 


<5 


Howe'er 
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Howe'er the wind of Fortune blows, 
Or ſadly-ſevering Fate diſpoſe 

Our everlaſting doom ; 
Impreſſions never felt before, 
And tranſports to return no more, 


Will haunt me to the tomb! 


My God! the pangs of nature paſt, 


Will e'er a kind remembrance laſt 


* 
*. 
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Of pleaſures ſadly ſweet ? 
Can Love aſſume a calmer name? 
My eyes with Friendſhip's angel-flame 
An Angel's beauty meet ? 
4 
Ah! ſhould that firſt of finer forms 
Require, thro' life's impending ſtorms, | 
A ſympathy of ſoul; 
The loved Maria of he mind 
Will ſend me, on the wings of wind, 
To Indus or the Pole. 
. : 
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TO A MAN OF LETTERS, 


— —— — 


O, Winter's hoar dominion paſt! 
Arreſted in his Eaſtern blaſt 
The fend of Nature flies ; 
Breathing the Spring the zephyrs play, 
And re-inthron'd the Lord of Day 
Reſumes the golden ſkies. 


Attendant on the genial hours, 

The voluntary ſhades and flowers | 
For rural lovers ſpring ; | 

Wild choirs unſeen in concert join, | 

And round Apollo's ruſtic ſhrine 

The ſylvan Muſes ſing. 


Thy 
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The fineſt vernal bloom that blows, 
The ſweeteſt voice the foreſt knows, 
Ariſe to vaniſh ſoon ; 
The Roſe unfolds her robe of light, 
And Philomela gives her night 
To Richmond and to June. 


With bounded ray, and tranſient grace, 
Thus, Varro, holds the human race 
Their place and hour aſſign'd; 
Loud let the venal trumpet ſound, | 
Reſponſive never will rebound 

The echo. of mankind. 


Yon forms divine that deck the ſphere, 
The radiant rulers of the year, 
Confeſs a nobler hand; 
Thron'd in the majeſty of Morn, 
Behold the King of Day adorn 

The ſkies, the ſea, the land. 
| 9 
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Nor did th' Almighty raiſe the ſky, 
Nor hang th' eternal lamps on high 
On one abode to ſhine ; 


The circle of a thouſand Suns 


Extends, while Nature's period runs. 


The theatre divine. 


Thus ſome, whom ſmiling nature hails 

To ſacred ſprings, and choſen vales, 
And ſtreams of old renown; _ 

By noble toils and worthy ſcars, 

Shall win their manſion *mid the ſtars, 


And wear th' immortal crown, 


Bright in the firmament of Fame 
The lights of antient ages flame 
With never-ſetting ray, 
On worlds unfound from hiſtory torn, 
O'er ages deep in time unborn, 


To pour the human day. 
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Won from neglected waſtes of time, 

Apollo hails his faireſt clime, 
The provinces of mind; 

An Egypt “, with etergal- towers, 

See Monteſquieu redeem the hours, 


From Lewis, to mankind. 


No tame remiſſion genius knows; 
No interval of dark repoſe, 

To quench the ethereal flame; 
From Thebes to Troy the victor hies, 
And Homer with his hero vies 


In varied paths to fame. 


The orb which ruled thy natal night 
And uſher'd in a greater light 

Than ſets the pole on fire, 
With undiminiſh'd luſtre crown'd, 
Unwearied walks th' eternal round, 


Amid the heavenly quire. 


The fineſt provinces of Egypt, gained from a neglected waſte. 


Proud 
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Proud in triumphal chaript hurl'd, 
And erown d the maſter of the world, 
Ah! let not Philip's ſon, 
His ſoul in Syrian ſoftneſs drown'd, 

His brows with Perſian garlands bound, 
This race of pleaſure run! 


VE With crofling thoughts Alcides preſt, 

The awful Goddeſs thus addreſt, 
And pointing to the prize: 

« Behold the wreath of glory ſhine ! 

And mark the onward path divine 


That opens to the ſkies! 


«© The 3 fire muſt ever burn, 
« The Hero's ſtep muſt never turn 
From yon ſublime abodes ; . 
“Long muſt thy life of labours prove. 
6 At laſt to die the ſon of Jove, 
* And mingle with the Gods.“ 


V 43 


THE LOVERS 
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[The Lovers, in the following Poem, were deſcended 
of houſes that had been long at variance. The Lady is firſt 
introduced as leaving her father's houſe, and venturing out 
in the darkneſs of the night to meet with her Lover. They 
meet at the appointed hour. The reſt of the dialogue paſſes 
in the chariot.) | 


HARRIET. 


Is midnight dark: tis ſilenee deep, 
My father's houſe is huſh'd in ſleep; 

In dreams the Lover meets his bride, 

She ſees her Lover at her fide; 

The moyrner's voice is now ſuppreſt, 

A while the weary are at reſt : 

'Tis midnight dark; tis ſilence deep; 

| only wake, and wake to weep. | 


The 
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The window's drawn, the ladder waits, 


I ſpy no watchman at the gates; 

No tread re-ecchoes thro* the hall, 

No ſhadow moves along the wall. 

Jam alone. Tis dreary night, 

O come, thou partner of my flight! 
Shield me from darkneſs, from alarms ; 


O take me tremblipg to thine arms L 


The dog howls diſmal in the heath, 
The raven croaks the dirge of death ; 


Ah me! diſaſters in the)ſound ! 


The terrors of the night are round; 
A fad miſchance my fears forebode, 
The demon of the dark 's abroad, 
And lures, with apparition dire, 


The night-ſtruck man thro? flood and fire. 


The Horulet ſcreams ill-boding ſounds, 
The Spirit walks unholy rounds ; 
: | 
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The Wizard's hour eclipſing rolls; 

The ſhades of Hell uſurp the poles; 
The Moon retires; the Heaven departs. 
From opening earth a ſpectre ſtarts: 
My ſpirit dies Away my fears, 


My love, my life, my lord appears! 


HENRY. 
I come, I come, my love! my life! 
And Nature's deareſt name, my wife! 
Long have I loved thee; long have ſought ; 
And dangers braved and battles fought ; 
In this embrace our evils end, 
From this our better days aſcend; 
The year of ſuffering now is o'er, 


At laſt we meet to part no more! 


My lovely bride! my conſort, come! 
The rapid chariot rolls thee home. 
HARRIET, 
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Againſt my life, againſt my lord. 
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HARRIET. 
I fear to goil dare not ſtay. 


Look back. 


dare not look that way: 


HENRY. 
No evil ever thall bende 
My love, while I am at her ſide. 
Lo! thy protector ahd thy friend, 
The arms that fold thee will defend: 


HARRIET. 
Still beats my boſom with alarms : 
I tremble while I'm in thy arms! 
What will impaſſion'd lovers do? 
What have I done—to follow you? 
I leave a father torn with fears ; 
I leave a mother bath'd in tears; 


A brother girding on his ſword 


Now, 
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Now, without father, mother, friend, 
On thee my future days depend; 
Wilt thou, for ever true to love, 
A father, mother, brother prove? 
O Henry 
My friend! my huſband! and my all! 


to thy arms I fall, 


Alas! what hazards may I run? 


Shouldſt thou forſake me rm undone; 


HENRY. 


My Harriet, diſſipate thy fears, 

And let a huſband wipe thy tears; 
For ever join'd our fates combine, 
And I am yours, and you are mine. 
The fires the firmament that rend, 
On this devoted head deſcend, - 
If &er in thought fron thee I rove, 


Or love thee leſs than now I love! 


Altho' 
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Altho? our fathers have been foes, 
From hatred ſtronger, love aroſe; 


From adverſe briars that threatening flood, 
And threw a horror o'er the wood, 

Two lovely roſes met on high, 
Tranſplanted to a better ſky, 1 

And, grafted 3 in one ſtock, they grow, 

In union ſpring, in i beauty blow. 


 HARRIET. 


My heart believes my love; 3 but ſtill - 


: My boding af preſages ill: 


For luckleſs ever was our love, 


Dark as ; the ſky that hung tvs, 
While we embraced, we ſhook with feats, 


N. . 


And with our kiſles mingled tears; 


We met with murmurs and with ſighs, 


And parted ſtill with watery eyes. 
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An unforeſeen and fatal hand 

Croſs'd all the meaſures Love had plann'd ; 
Intruſion marr'd the tender hour, 

A demon ſtarted in the bower ; 

If, like the paſt, the future run, 
And my dark day is but begun, 

What clouds may hang above my head? 
What tears may I have yet to ſhed? 


HENRY. 


O do not wound that gentle breaſt, 

Nor ſink, with fancied ills oppreſt; 

For ſoftneſs, fweetneſs, all, thou art, 

And love is virtue in thy heart. 

That boſom ne'er thall heave again 

But to the poet's tender ſtrain j is 

And never more theſe eyes o'erflow 

But for a hapleſs lover's woe. 

E. Long 
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5 Long on the ocean tempeſt-toſt, 
At laſt we gain the happy coaſt bs * 


And ſafe recount upon the ſhore _ . 


Our ſufferings paſt and dangers oer: 


Paſt ſcenes; the woes we wept erewhile 


Will make our future minutes ſmile: 


When ſudden joy from ſorrow ſprings, | 
How the heart thrills thro all its ſtrings! 


HARRIET. 


My father's caſtle ſprings to fight ; 


Ve towers that gave me to the light! 


O hills! O wales! where I have play'd; 
Ye wad that wrapt'me in your ſhade* 
o ſcenes Ive often wandered wer! | | | 
O ſcenes 1 ſhall behold no mote! 


I take a long, laſt, lingering view: 


Adieu! my native land adieu! 
O father, 
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O father, mother, brother dear 

O anne {till uttered with a tear ! 

Upon whoſe knees Te fat and ſmiled, 
Whoſe griefs' my blandiſhments beguiled; 
Whom 1 forlake i in ſorrows old, | 
Whom I ſhall never more behold ! 
Farewell, my friends, a long farewell, 
Till time ſhall toll as: funeral knell! 


HENRY. 
'Thy friends, thy father's houſe reign; 
My friends. my houſe, my all is thine. 
Awake; ariſe, my wedded wife, 
To higher thoughts and happier life! 
For thee the marriage feaſt is ſpread. 
For thee the virgins deck the bed; 
The ſtar of Venus ſhines above, 
And all thy future life is love. 


E 2 | They 
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They riſe, the dear domeſtie hours 
The May of Love unfolds her flowers ; 
Youth, beauty, pleaſure ſpread the feaſt, 
And friendſhip fits a conſtant gueſt ; 

In cheerful peace the _—_— aſcends, 


In wine and love the evening ends ; 


At diſtance grandeur ſheds a ray, 
To gild the evening of our day. 


cat 10 % has Rinirer mne, 


And finer ties, and ſweeter claims, 
Than e' er unwedded hearts can feel, 


Than wedded hearts can e er reveal; 


| Pure, as the charities Ay 
| Riſe the ſweet ſympathies of love; 
And cloſer cords than thoſe of life 


Unite the huſband to the wife. 


Liks 
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Like Cherubs new- come from the lies, 
Henrys and Harriets round us riſe; 
And playing wanton in the hall, 
With accent ſweet their parents call; 
To your fair images I run, 

o how the mother's heart will bound! 
O how the father's joy be crown'd 
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HERE paſtoral Tweed, renown'd in ſong, 
j With rapid murmur flows; 

1 In Caledonia's elaſſie ground, 

The hall of Arthur roſe. 


A braver Briton never arm'd 
To guard his native iſle; 
=} A gentler friend did never make 
| | 5 8 The ſocial circle ſmile. 
FS 5 | 
= Twice he aroſe, from bebe rage 
| To fave the Britiſh crown; 
And in the field where heroes love 
He won him high renown. 
But 
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But to the plowſhare turn'd the ſword, 
When bloody war did ceaſe ; 

And in the arbour which he rear'd, 
He raiſed the ſong of peace. 


An only daughter in his age 
Solaced a father's care; | 
And all the country bleſt the name 
Of Emily the Fair. 


The picture of her mother's youth, - 
(Now fainted in the'ſky); 

She was the angel of his age, 
And apple of his eye. 


Something unſeen o'er all her form 
Did nameleſs grace impart z 
A ſecret charm that won the way 
At once into the heart. 
E 4 | Her 
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Her eye the pure etherial blue, 


Whene'er ſhe watch'd a father's look, _ 


Or wept a lover's woe: 


For now the lover of her youth 
To Indian climes had roved, 


To conquer. Fortune's cruel rage, 


And match the maid he loved. 


Her vaiccz the gentle tone of love, 
The heart a captive ſtole; 
The tender accent of her tongue 


Went thrilling thro' the ſoul. - 


The graces, that for Nature fair 
Preſent us mimic Art; 


| The falſe refinements, that refine 135 


Away the human heart, 
8 


She 


E BL 8: & $7 


She knew not; in the ſimple robe 
Of elegance and eaſe, . 


Complete ſhe ſhone, and ever aces 
Without the thought to pleaſe. 


Inftrud the unplanted foreſt- crab 
To leave its genius wild; 

Subdue the monſter of the wood, 
And make the Savage mild: 


But who would give the roſe a hue, 
Which Nature has not given? 

But who would tame the nightingale, 
Or bring the lark from Heaven? 


The father, watching o'er his child, 
The joy of fathers found; 
And, bleſt himſelf, he ſtretch'd his hand 
To bleſs the neighbours round. 
| A Pa- 


1 
A Patriarch in the vale of peace, 
To all he gave the law; 
The good he guarded in their rights, 
And kept the bad in awe. 


6 
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Lord of his own paternal field, 
He liberal dealt his ſtore ; 

And calld the ſtranger to his feaſt, | 
The beggar to his door. 


But, ah! what mortal knows the hour 
Of Fate? A hand unſeen - 

Upon the curtain ever reſts, -  - 

And ſudden ſhifts the ſcene. 


Arthur was ſurety for his friend, 


Who fled to foreign climes, _ 
And left him to the gripe of law, 


The 


8 © WA 59 
The Sun, that, riſing,” faw him Lord 
Of hill and valley round, 
Beheld him, at his ſetting hour, 


Without one foot of ground. 


Forth from the hall, no longer his, 
He is a pilgrim gone; 

And walks a ſtranger o'er the fields 
He lately call'd his OW. 


The blaſt of Winter whiſtled loud: + 
And ſhrill thro” the void hall; 

And heavy on his hoary lock 
The ſhower of night did fall. Fs” 


Claſp'd in his daughter's trembling hand, 
He journey'd fad and ſow; 
At times he ſtopt to look behind, © 
And tears began to flow. | 
7 LL Wearied 
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Wearied, and faint, and cold, and wet, 
To ſhelter he did hie; 
Beneath the covert of this rock, 
« My Daughter, let us die!” 


At midnight, in the weary waſte, 
| In ſorrow fat the Pair; | 
She chgff'd his ſhivering hands, and wrung 

The water from his hair. ; 


The ſigh ſpontaneous roſe, the tear 
Involuntary flow'dy © BY 

No word of comfort could the ſpeak, | 

Nor would a wigs albud . HEY 

In yonder hall my fathers lived, 
In yonder hall they died; 

« Now in that church-yard's aiſle they fleep; 
* Each by his ſpouſe's ſide, | 
En « Oft 
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Oft have I made yon hall reſound 
« With ſocial, ſweet delight; 
And marked not the morning hour, 


That ſtole upon the night. 
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When there the wanderers of the dark, 
ws Repoſing, ceaſed to roam 

And ſtrangers, happy in the hall, 
«© Did End themſelves at home: 


L little thought that, thus forlorn, 

6 ]n deſerts I ſhould bide, 

And have not where to lay the head, 
„ Amid the world fo wide! ?- 


A ſtranger, wandering thro' the wood, | 


Beheld the hapleſs Pair; FN 


Long did he look in filence fad, 


Then ſpriek d as in deſpair, © — 
| 1 He 
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le ran, and lowly at the feet 

| Of his late Lord he fell; 

Alas, my Maſter, have I lived 
“ To bid your houſe farewell! 


„ But I will never bid adieu 
+ To him I prized ſo high: 
As with my Maſter I have lived, 
« Pl} with my Maſter die. 


« I ſaw the Sree ind; who ſhared 
* The banquet in your hall, 

<« Depart, nor caſt one look behind 

On the forſaken wall. 


I ſaw the daily, nightly gueſt La 
The changing ſcene forſake; 
* Nor drop a tear, nor turn his ſteps | 


*The long farewell to take; 5 
„Then 
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<« Then to the ſervice of my Lord 
* I vow'd a throbbing heart; | 
And in the changes of your life 
Jo bear an humble part. 


Forgive the fond, officious zeal 
«Ot one. that loves his Lord! 

„The new Poſſeſſor of your field 
« A ſuppliant L implored,/. 


0 I told the treachery of your friend, 

is The ſtory of your woe, 
And ſought his favour, when I ſaw 

His tears begin to flow. | 
* I aſk'd the hamlet of the hill, 

The lone, ſequeſter'd ſeat, 14 
6 Your choſen haunt and favourite bower, 

C To be 0 retreat. 
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“I offer d—what was all your own— 
«© The gold I had in ſtore; 


Low at his feet I fell, and wept 


“That I could give no more. 


Your gold is yours,” the generous Nn 


With gentle accent ſaid; 
'« Your Maſter's be that little field, 
6 And cheerful be his ſhed! 


Now Heaven has heard: my proger; Pre vill: d 


1 could in part repay 
« The favours your extended hand 


5 Beſtow'd from day to day, 
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* Upon the hoary head; 
« Yet ſee my Maſter bleſt, 
« 1 dwell among the dead 


In 
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in ſilence Arthur look d to Heaven, 
And claſp'd his Edwin's hand; 
The eyes of Emily in tears 

Expreſs'd affection bland. 


From opening Heaven the Moon appear'd ; 
Fair was the face of night; CY 

Bright in their beauty ſhone the ſtars; 
The air was flowing light. 


Arthur reſum'd the pilgrim's ſtaff; 
They held their lonely way 2 
Dim thro? the foreſt's darkſome bourne, 


Till near the dawning day. 


Then a long line of ruddy light, 
That quirer'd to and fro, 
Reveald their lone retreat, and cloſed 
The pilgrimage of woe. 
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He enter'd, ſolemn, flow, and ſad, 
The deſtin'd hermitage, 
A little and a lonely hut, 
To cover hapleſs age. 


He claſp'd his daughter in his arms, 
And kiſs'd a falling tear; 


„ have my all, ye gracious Powers! 


% I have my daughter here!“ 


A ſober banquet to prepare, 
Emilia cheerful goes; 
The faggot blazed, the window glanced, 


The heart of age aroſe. 


<« 1 would not be that guilty man, 


With all his golden ſtore; 
PP Nor change my lot with any wretch, 
That counts his thouſands oer. 


&© Now 
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% Now here at laſt we are at home, 
6 We can no lower fall; | 


© Low in the cottage, peace can dwell, 
As in the lordly hall. 


The wants of Nature are but few ; 
*& Her banquet ſoon is ſpread : 

The Tenant of the Vale of Tears 
Requires but daily bread. 


<« The food that grows in every field 
Will life and health prolong ; 
« And water from tne ſpring ſuffice 
* To quench the thirſty tongue. 


« But all the EF TY with their wealth, 
66 And earth, and air, and ſeas, 
n never quench the ſickly thirſt 
* And craving of Diſeaſe. 
Fo © oe 
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„ My humble garden to my hand 


3 Contentment's feaſt will yield; 
« And, in the ſeaſon, harveſt white 
* Will load my little field. 


Like Nature's ſimple children, here, 
With Nature's ſelf we'll live, | 


« And, of the little that is left, 


% Have ſomething ſtill to give. 


The fad viciſſitudes of life 


” Long have I learn'd to bear ; 
« But, oh! my Daughter, thou art new 
& To ſorrow and to care 


« How ſhall that fine and flowery form, 
In ſilken folds confined, 

« That ſcarcely faced the Summer's gale, 
* Endure the wintery wind? | 


« Ah! 
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Ah! how wilt thou ſuſtain a ſky 
With angry tempeſt red? 
How wilt thou bear the bitter ſtorm 


That's hanging o'er thy head? 


Whate'er thy juſtice dooms, O God! 
< 1 take with temper mild; 

But, oh! repay it thouſand-fold 
“In bleſſings on my Child !” 


Weep not for me, thou Father fond!“ 
The Virgin ſoft did ſay; 

Could I contribute to thy peace, 

“ O, I would bleſs the day! 


The Parent, who provides for all, 
For us will now provide; 
Theſe hands have learn'd the gayer arts 


Of elegance and pride: 


23 % What 
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& What once amuſed a vacant hour, 
e Shall now the day engage 
« And Vanity ſhall ſpread the board 
Of Poverty and Age. 


At eventide, how blithe we'll meet, 


&« And, while the faggots blaze, 
“ Recount the trifles of the time, 


« And dream of better days! 


I'll read the tragic tales of old, 
Jo ſoothe a Father's woes; 

« P11 lay the pillow for thy head, 
« And ſing thee to repoſe,” 


The Father wept. Thy wond'rous hand, 
_ « Almighty, I adore! 
J had not known how bleſt I was, 

« Had I not been ſo poor ! 


C Now 
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Now bleſt be God for what is reft, 
And bleſt for what is given! 


Thou art an angel, O my Child! 
* With thee I dwell in Heaven!” 


Then, in the garb of ancient times, 
They trod the paſt'ral plain: 
But who deſcribes a Summer's day, 


Or paints the Halcyon Main? 


One day, a wanderer in the wood 
The lonely threſhold preſt; 

"Twas then that Arthur's humble roof 
Had firſt received a gueſt. 


The Stranger told his tender tale : 
« I come from foreign climes; 
From countries red with Indian blood, 
« And ſtain'd with Chriſtian crimes. 
F 4 O may 
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OO may Britannia never hear 


« What theſe ſad eyes have ſeen! 
66 May an eternal veil be drawn | 
* That world and this between! 


No frantic avarice fired my ſoul, 


* And Heaven my wiſhes crown'd; 
<« For ſoon a fortune to my mind 


ce With innocence I found. 


From exile ſad, returning home, 


« I kiſs'd the facred earth; 


« And flew to find my native woods 


« And walls that give me birth. 


. Jo church on Sunday fond 1 went, 


« In hopes to mark, unſeen, 


All my old friends, aſſembled round 


< The circle of the green. 
« Alas, 
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Alas, the change that time had made! 


„My ancient friends were gone; 
Another race poſſeſs'd the walls, 
% And I was left alone! 


A ſtranger among ſtrangers, long 
< I look'd from pew to pew; 

But not the face of one old friend 
“ Role imaged to my view. 


The horrid plow had raſed the green, 
«* Where we have often play'd; 


The axe had fell'd the hawthorn tree, 


* The ſchool-boy's ſummer ſhade. 
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\ 
One Maid, the Beauty of the Vale, 
* To whom I vow'd my care, 
And gave my heart, had fled away, 


* And none could tell me where. 
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My cares and toils in foreign climes 


MWere for that peerleſs Maid; 5 
« She roſe in beauty by my ſide ; 
% My toils were all repaid. 


By Indian ſtreams I ſat alone, 
“ While on my native iſle,” 

« And on my ancient friends, I thought, 
* And wept'the weary while, 


was ſhe that cheer'd my captive hours, 
« She came in every dream, 

« As, ſmiling, on the rear of night, 
*: Appear tha moming Hoam, 


< In queſt of her 1 wander, wild, 
ve O'er mountain, ſtream, and plain ; 
« And, if I find her not, I fly 
* 'To Indian climes again.“ 
| ; The 
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The Father thus began: « My ſon, 
«© Mourn not thy wretched fate; 
% For He that rules in Heaven decrees 


„ This life a mixed ſtate, 


The ſtream that carries us along, 


% Flows thro' the Vale of Tears; 


“% Yet, on the darkneſs of our day, 


The bow of Heaven appears. 


The Role of Sharon, king of flowers, 
Is fenced with prickles round; 

* Queen of the Vale, the lily fair 
“ Among the thorns is found. 


Een while we raiſe the ſong, we ſigh 
The melancholy while; 
* And, down the face of mortal man, 
* The tear ſucceeds the ſmile. 
“ Nought 
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os Nought pure or perfect here is found; 


But, when this night is o'er, 
** Ti eternal morn will ſpring on high, 
And we ſhall weep no more. 


5 Beyond the dim horizon far, 
* That bounds the mortal eye, 
te A better country blooms to view, 
“ Beneath a brighter ſky.” — 


Unſeen the trembling Virgin heard 
The Stranger's tale of woe; 

Then enter'd, 4s an angel bright, 
In beauty's higheſt glow. 


The ſtranger roſe, he look'd, he gazed, 
He ſtood a ſtatue pale; 


- His heart did throb, his cheek did change, 


His faultering voice did fail. 
At 


At laſt, My Emily herſelf 
Alive in all her charms!” 
The father kneel'd; the lovers ruſh'd 


To one another's arms. 


In ſpeechleſs ecſtaſy entranced 
Long while'they did remain 

They glow'd, they trembled, and they ſobb'd, 
They wept and wept again. 


The father lifted Me his hands, 
To bleſs the happy pair; 
Heaven ſmiled on Edward the beloved, 
And Emily the fair. | 


— — —ů —ꝛ 9a eee e 
r ads * * vo 
2 


78 


p © E M 8. 


MON IMI A 


A N O D E. 


N weeds of ſorrow wildly dight, 
Alone beneath the gloom of night, 
Monimia went to mourn ; 
She left a mother's fond alarms; 
She left a father's folding arms; 


Ah! never to return 


The bell had ſtruck the midnight hour, 


Diſaſtrous planets now had power, 


And evil ſpirits reign'd ; 
The lone owl, from the cloiſtered iſle, 5 
O'er falling fragments of the pile. 
Ill-boding prophet plain'd. 
| While 
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While down her devious footſteps ſtray, 
She tore the willows by the way, 

And gazed upon the wave; 
Then raiſing wild to Heaven her eyes, 
With ſobs, and broken accent, cries, 


I'll meet thee in the grave.“ 


Bright o'er the border of the ſtream, 


Illumined by a tranſient beam, 
She knew the wonted grove 
Her lover's hand had deck'd it fine, 


And roſes mix'd with myrtles twine, 


To form the bower of love. 


The tuneful Philomela roſe, 
And ſweetly-mournful ſung her woes, 
Enamour'd of the tree; 
Touch'd with the melody of woe, 
More tender tears began to flow. 
Ui She mourns her mate like me.” 


« loved 
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& loved my lover from a child, 
« And ſweet the youthful cherub ſmiled, 
And wanton'd o'er the green 25 


| He train'd my Nightingale to ſing, | | 
He ſpoil'd the gardens of the Spring, 
; * To crown me rural Queen. | 
1 Muy brother died before his day; 


1 Sad, thro' the church - yard's dreary way, 
« We wont to walk at eve 
And bending oer th! untimely urn, 


„Long at the monument to mourn, 


E 
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« And loox upon his grave. 
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5 Like forms funereal while we ſtand, 
In tender mood he held my hand, 
« And laid his cheek to mine; 

« My boſom beat unknown alarms, 


„We wept in one another's arms, 
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And mingled tears divine. 


2 From 
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e From ſweet compaſſion love aroſe, 

Our hearts were wedded by our woes, 
« And pair'd upon the tomb; 

* Atteſting all the Powers above, 

« A fond romance of fancied love 


* We vowed our days to come, 


« A wealthy Lord from Indian ſkies, 
64 Illuſtrious in my parent's eyes, 
“ Implored a mutual mind; 
4 Sad to my chamber I withdrew, 
* But ey” s footſteps never flew 


6c The 3 ſcene to find. 


« Three nights in dire ſuſpenſe I fat 
« Alone; the fourth convey'd my fate, 
gent from a foreign ſhore ;— 
6 Go, where thy wandering wiſhes tend, 
= Go, and embrace thy father's friend, 
C You never ſee me more P_ 


G Deſpair! 


. 
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« Deſpair ! diſtraction! I obey'd 


6c And one diſorder'd moment made 
An ever-wretched wife; 

« Ah! in the circuit of one Sun, 

Heaven! I was wedded and lens. 
“ And deſolate for life! 


” Apart my wedding robes I tore, 

And guarded tears now guſhing o'er 
« Diſtain'd the bridal bed: 

* Wild I i the funeral yell, 

«© And ſought devoted now to dwell 


“ For ever with the dead. 


« My Lord to Indian climates went, 


* A letter from my Lover ſent 

6 Renew'd eternal woes; 
« Before my Love my laſt words greet, 
“ Wrapt in the weary winding-ſheet, 


I in the duſt repoſe! 


Perhaps 
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& Perhaps your parents have deceived, 
5 Perhaps too raſhly I believed 

A tale of treacherous art; 
% Monimia! could you now behold 
The youth you loved in ſorrows old, 


% Oh! it would break thy heart! 


« Now in the grave for ever laid, 
« A conſtant ſolitary ſhade, 

« Thy Harry hangs o'er thee! 
For you I fled my native ſky; 
Loaded with life for you I die; 


„My love, remember me!” 


«© Of all the promiſes of youth, 
«© The tears of tenderneſs and truth, 
The throbs that lovers ſend; 
„ The vows in one another's arms, 
The ſecret ſympathy of charms ; 
« My God! is this the end?“ | 
G 2 She 
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She faid, and ruſhing from the bowetz 


Devoted ſought in evil hour 
The promontory ſteep ; 
Hung o'er the margin of the main, 
Her fix'd and earneſt eyeballs ſtrain 
The daſhing of the deep. 


«® Waves that reſound from ſhore to ſhore! 
* Rocks loud rebellowing to the roar 
4 Of ocean, ſtorm, and wind! 


Four elemental war is tame, 


« To that which rages in my frame, 
The battle of the mind!“ 


With downcaſt eye and muſing mood, 


A lurid interval ſhe ſtood 
The victim of deſpair ; 
Her arms then toſling to the ſkies, 
She pour'd in Nature's ear her cries, 
My God! my father! where? — 
9 Wild 
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Wild on the ſummit of the ſteep 
She ruminated long the deep, 
And felt her freezing blood; 
Approaching feet ſhe heard behind, 
Then ſwifter than the winged wind, 
| She plung'd into the flood. 


Her form emerging from the wave 


Both parents ſaw, but could not fave; 


The ſhriek of death aroſe! 

At once ſhe ſunk to riſe no more ; 

And ſadly-ſounding to the ſhore, 
The parted billows cloſe! 
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WRITTEN IN A VISIT TO THE COUNTRY IN 


AUTUMN, 


Ils paſt! no more the Summer blooms ! 
Aſcending in the rear, 
Behold congenial Autumn comes, 
The Sabbath of the year! 
What time thy holy whiſpers breathe, 
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The penſive evening ſhade beneath, 
And twilight conſecrates the floods; 
While Nature ſtrips her garment gay, 
And wears the veſture of decay, 
O let me wander thro' the ſounding woods 
8 Ah! 


Ah! well-known ſtreams! Ah! wonted groves, 
Still pictured in my mind! 
Oh! ſacred ſcene of youthful loves, 
Whoſe image lives behind! 
While ſad I ponder on the paſt, 
The joys that muſt no longer laſt; 
The wild-flower ſtrown on Summer's bier, 
The dying muſic of the grove, 
And the laſt elegies of love, 
Diſſolve the ſoul, and draw the tender tear! 


Alas! the hoſpitable hall, 
Where youth and friendſhip play'd, 
| Wide to the winds a ruin'd wall 
Projects a death- like ſhade! - 
The charm is vaniſh'd from the vales; 
No voice with virgin-whiſper hails 
A ſtranger to his native bowers: . 
No more Arcadian mountains bloom, 
Nor Enna valleys breathe perfume, 
The fancied Eden fades with all its flowers! 
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Companions of the youthful ſcene, 


. - Endear'd from earlieſt days! 
With whom ] ſported on the green, 


Or roved the woodland maze ! 


| Long-exiled from your native clime, 


Or by the thunder-ſtroke of Time 
Snatch'd to the ſhadows of Deſpair z 


T hear your voices in the wind, 


Your forms in every walk I find, | 
I ſtretch my arms: ye vaniſh into air! 


My ſteps, when innocent and young, 
Theſe fairy paths purſued ; 

And, wandering o'er the wild, I ſung 

My fancies to the wood. 

I mourn'd the linnet-lover's fate, 

Or turtle from her murder'd mate, 
Condemn'd the widow'd hours to wail : 

Or while the mournful viſion roſe, 

I ſought to weep for imaged woes, 


Nor real life believed a tragic tale! 


Alas! 
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Alas! migfortune's cloud unkind 


May Summer ſoon o'ercaſt ; 


Ms — 
— - — 


+. = 


And cruel Fate's untimely wind 
All human beauty blaſt ! 

The wrath of Nature {mites our bowers, 

And promiſed fruits, and cheriſh'd flowers, 
The hopes of life in embrio ſweeps ; 

Pale o'er the ruins of his prime, 

And deſolate before his time, 

In filence ſad the mourner walks and weeps ! 


- 
— is. 
9 x * 


- > FS i = o 
— runner 
- — _ —_— 1 — 4 — 2 
- © * — 2 * — * 4 2 


Relentleſs power! whoſe fated ſtroke 
|  Ofer wretched man prevails! 
Ha! love's eternal chain is broke, _ 
And friendſhip's covenant fails! 
Upbraiding forms! a moment's eaſe— 
O Memory ! how ſhall I appeaſe 
The bleeding ſhade, the unlaid ghoſt ? 
What charm can bind the guſhing eye? 
What voice conſole th' inceſſant ſigh, 
And everlaſting longings for the loſt ? 
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Yet not unwelcome waves the wood, 
That hides me in its gloom, 
While loſt in melancholy mood 
I muſe upon the tomb. 
Their chequer'd leaves the branches thed ; 
Whirling in eddies o'er my head, 
They ſadly figh, that Winter's near: 
The warning voice I hear behind, 
That ſhakes the wood without a wind, 
And ſolemn ſounds the death-bell of the year. 
} „ 
Nor will I court Lethean ſtreams, 
The ſorrowing ſenſe to ſteep; 
Nor drink oblivion of the themes 
On which I love to weep. 
Belated oft by fabled rill, 
: While nightly o'er the hallowed hill 
Axial muſic ſeems to mourn ; 
PI liſten Autumn's cloſing ſtrain ; 
Then woo the walks of youth again, 


And pour my ſorrows o'er th untimely urn 
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THE PRAYER OF JACOB. 
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GOD of Abraham! by whoſe hand 
Thy people ſtill are fed 
Who, thro' this weary pilgrimage, 
Haſt all our fathers led 


Our vows, our prayers, we now preſent 
Before thy throne of grace; 
God of our Fathers be the God 


Of their ſucceeding race! 
| | 


- Thro' each perplexing path of life 
Our wandering footſteps guide, 
Give us by day our daily bread, 
And raiment fit provide! 
O ſpread 
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ö O ſpread thy covering wings around, 
Till all our wanderings ceaſe, 
And at our Fathers loved abode 


Our feet arrive in peace! 


Now with the humble voice of prayer 
Thy mercy we implore ; LE 
Then with the grateful voice of praiſe 
| Thy goodneſs we'll adore : 


— 
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THE COMPLAINT OF NATURE. 


E W are thy days and'full of woe, 
O man of woman born! 
Thy doom is written, duſt thou art, 


And ſhalt to duſt return. 


Determin'd are the days that fly 
Succeſſive o'er thy head; 
The number'd hour is on the wing, 


That lays thee with the dead. 


Alas! the little day of life 
Is ſhorter than a ſpan ; 


Yet black with thounng k hidden ills 


FI To miſerable man. 
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Gay is thy morning, flattering Hope 6 
Thy ſprightly ſtep attends; | 
But ſoon the tempeſt howls behind, 
And the dark night deſcends. 


Before its ſplendid hour the cloud 
Comes o'er the beam of light; 

A Pilgrim in a weary land, 
Man tarries but a night. 


Behold! fad emblem of thy ſtate, 
The flowers that paint the field; 
Or trees, that crown the mountain's brow, 
And boughs and bloſſoms yield. 


* 


Wbüen chill the blaſt of Winter blows, 
Away the Summer flies, 
The flowers reſign their ſunny robes, 
- And all their beauty dies. 


Nipt 
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Nipt by the year the foreſt fades ; 
And ſhaking to the wind, 
The leaves toſs to and fro, and ſtreak 
The wilderneſs behind. 


The Winter paſt, reviving flowers 
Anew ſhall paint the plain, 
The woods ſhall hear the voice of Spring, 
And flouriſh green again. 


But man departs this earthly ſcene, 
Ah! never to return! 

No ſecond Spring ſhall ger revive 
The aſhes of the urn. 


Th' inexorable doors of death 
What hand can e'er unfold ? 


Who' from the cearments of the tomb 
Can raiſe the human mold ? 


H The 
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The mighty flood that rolls along 
| Its torrents to the main, 
The waters loſt can ne'er recall 
From that abyſs again. 


The days, the years, the ages, dark 
Deſcending down to night, 
Can never, never be redeem'd 


Back to the gates of light. 


So Man departs the living ſcene, 
To Night's perpetual gloom ; 


The voice of Morning ne'er ſhall i 
The ſlumbers of the tomb. 


Where are our Fathers? Whither gone 
The mighty men of old? 

“The Patriarchs, Prophets, Princes, Kings, 
In ſacred books inroll'd. 


© Gone 
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* Gone to the reſting- place of man, 
*The everlaſting home, 
© Where ages paſt have gone before, 


* Where future ages come.“ 


Thus Nature pour'd the wail of woe, 


And urged her earneſt cry; 
Her voice in agony extreme 


Aſcended to the ſky. 


Th' Almighty heard : Then from his throne 
In majeſty he roſe; 
And from the Heaven, that open'd wide, 


His voice in mercy flows. 


« When mortal man reſigns his breath, 


« And falls a clod of clay, 
The ſoul immortal wings its flight, 


* To never-ſetting day. 


H 2 | “ Prepar'd 


AED 8 


2 — — 


5 — 2 * 
— = > 
— & — „ 


| 


[ 
| 
| 


- 


100 


„„ 
<< Prepar'd of old for wicked men 
The bed of torment lies; 
The juſt ſhall enter into bliſs 
« Immortal in the ſkies.” 
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TRUST IN PROVIDENCE. 


A LMIGHTY Father of mankind, 
On Thee my hopes remain ; 
And when the day of trouble comes, 


I ſhall not truſt in vain. 


Thou art our kind Preſerver, from 
The cradle to the tomb; 
And I was caſt upon thy care, 


Even from my mother's womb. 


In early years thou waſt my guide, 
And of my youth the friend 
And as my days began with Thee, 
With Thee my days ſhall end. 
H 3 I know 
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I know. the Power in whom 1 truſt, | 
The arm on which I lean; 
He will my Saviour ever be, 
Who has my Saviour been. 


In former times, when trouble came, 
Thou didſt not ſtand afar; | 

Nor didſt thou prove an abſent friend 
Amid the din of war, 


My God, who cauſedſt me to hope, 
When life began to beat, ; 
And when a ſtranger in the world, 
Didſt guide my wandering feet ; 


Thou wilt not caſt me off, when age 


And evil days deſcend ; 


Thou wilt not leave me in deſpair, 


| To mourn my latter end. 


Therefore 
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Therefore in life Ill truſt to Thee, 
In death I will adore ; f 
Anq after death will ſing thy praiſe. | 
When time ſhall be no more. 
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HEAVENLY WISDOM. 


O Happy is the man who hears 
Inſtruction's warning voice, 
And who celeſtial Wiſdom makes 


His early, only choice, 


For ſhe has treaſures greater far 
Than Eaſt ar Welt unfold, 
And her reward is more ſecure 


Than is the gain of gold. 


In her right hand ſhe holds to view 
A length of happy years; 

And in her left, the prize of Fame 
And Honour bright appears. 


i= 4 She 
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She guides the young, with innocence, 
In Pleaſure's path to tread, | 
A crown of glory ſhe beſtows | ö 


Upon the hoary head. 1 

[ 

According as her labours riſe, a 
So her rewards increaſe, 8 x 


Her ways are ways of pleaſantneſs, | | 


And all her paths are peace. 
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In latter days ſhall riſe, 
Above the mountains and the hills, 


And draw the wondering eyes. 


To this the joyful nations round 
All tribes and tongues ſhall flow, 

Up to the Hill of God they'll ſay, 
And to his houſe we'll go. 


The beam that ſhines on Zion hill 
Shall lighten every land; 

The King who reigns in Zion towers 
Shall all the world command. 


EHOLD! the mountain of the Lord 


Ne 
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No ſtrife ſhall. vex Meſſiah's reign, | 
Or mar the peaceful years, 
To ploughſhares ſoon they beat their ſwords, 
To pruning-hooks their ſpears, 


No longer hoſts encountering hoſts, 
Their millions ſlain deplore 
They hang the trumpet in the hall, 2 


And ſtudy war no more. 


Come then—O come from every land, 
To worſhip at his ſhrine; _ 

And, walking in the light of God, 
With holy beauties ſhine. 
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Bon th' Ambaſſador divine, 
| Deſcending from above, 


Io publiſh to mankind the law 


Of everlaſting love! 


On bim in rich effuſion pour d 

"Ma heavenly dew deſcends ; 

And truth divine he ſhall reveal, 
To earth's remoteſt ends. 


No trumpet-ſound, at his approach, 


Shall ſtrike the wondering ears; 


But ſtill and gentle breathe the voice * 


In which the God appears. 


R 1 N tog | 

By his kind hand the ſhaken reed 
Shall raiſe its falling frame; 
The dying embers ſhall revive, | | 
And kindle to a flame. ö 


The onward progreſs of his zeal 
Shall never know decline, 
Till foreign lands and diſtant iſles 


Receive the law divine. | 


He who ſpread forth the arch of Heaven, Hy 
And bade the planets roll, | 
Who laid the baſis of the earth, | 
And form'd the human ſoul. | | 


Thus faith the Lord, © Thee have I ſent, 
A Prophet from the ſky, 

% Wide o'er the nations to proclaim 
“The meſſage from on high. 


4 Before 
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Before thy face the ſhades of death' 


00 Shall take to ſudden flight, 


« The people who in darkneſs dwel! 


Shall hail a glorious light; 


© The gates of braſs ſhall *ſunder burſt, 


The iron fetters fall; 


The promis'd jubilee of Heaven 


4 And lo! preſaging thy approach, (21 


* . 
SED.” 


% Appointed riſe o'er all. 


e The Heathen temples ſhake, 


* And trembling in forſaken fanes, 


“The fabled idols quake. 


J am Jehovah: I am Onee 
«© My name ſhall now be known; 
No Idol ſhall uſurp my praiſe, - 


Nor mount into my throne.” 
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Lo, 
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Lo, former ſcenes, predicted once, 
Conſpicuous riſe to view; 
And future ſcenes, predicted now, 


Shall be accompliſh'd too. 


Now ſing a new ſong to the Lord! 
Let earth his praiſe reſound ; 

Ye who upon the ocean dwell, 
And fill the iſles around. 


O city of the Lord! begin 
The univerſal ſong ; 

And let the ſcattered villages 
The joyful notes prolong. 


Let Kedar's wilderneſs afar 
Lift up the lonely voice; 


And let the tenants of the rock 


* 


With accent rude rejoice. 


O from | 
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8 O from the ſtreams of diſtant lands 
Va Jehovah ſing ! 

And joyful from the mountain tops 
Shout to the Lodd the King ! 


Let all combined with one accord 
Jehovah's glories raiſe, |, 
Till in remoteſt bounds of earth 


The nations ſound his praiſe, 
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Man a+ thy glad approach 
| The howling wilds are ſtill; 
Thy praiſes fill the lonely waſte, 
And breathe from every hill. 
The hidden fountains, at thy call, 
Their ſacred ſtores unlock; 
Loud in the deſert ſudden ſtreams 


Burſt living from the rock. 


The incenſe of the Spring aſcends 
Upon the morning gale ; 
Red o'er the hill the roſes bloom 


The lilies in the vale. 


I Renew d, 
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Renew d, the earth a robe of light, 


A robe of beauty wears; 
And in new heavens a brighter Sun 


Leads on the promiſed years. 


| The kingdom of Meſſiah come, 


Appointed times diſcloſe ; 
And fairer in Emmanuel's land 


The new Creation glows. 


Let Irael to the Prince of Peace 


The loud Hoſannah ſing 


' With, Hallelvjahs and with hymns, 


O Zion, hail thy King! 
"X42 1 2 
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WIV Jeſus, by the Virgin brought, 


So runs the law of Heaven, 
Was offer'd holy to the Lord, 
And at the altar given; 


Simeon the juſt and the Devout, 
Who frequent in the fane 
Had for the Saviour wailed long, 


But waited ſtill in vain; 


Came Heaven - directed at the hour 
When Mary held her ſon; - 
He ſtretched forth his aged arms, 
While tears of gladneſs run: 
I 2 
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With holy joy upon his face 
Ihe good old father ſmiled, 
While fondly in his wither'd arms 
He claſp'd the promis'd child. 


And then he lifted up to Heaven 
255 An earneſt aſking eye; ' 
My joy is full, my hour is come, 
Lord let thy ſervant dig. 


At laſt my arms embrace my Lord, 
Now let their vigour ceaſe ; 
At laſt my eyes 7 Savior ſce, 
Now let them cloſe in peace 
The ſtar and glory of the land 
Hllath now begun to ſhine; 
The morning that ſhall gild the globe 
Breaks on theſe eyes of mine | 


| HERE high the heavenly temple ſtands 
The houſe of God not made with hands, 


A great High Prieſt our Nature wears, 


The Patron of mankind appears. 


He who for men in mercy ſtood, 

And pour'd on earth his precious blood, 
Purſues in Heaven his plan of Grace, 
The Guardian God of human race, 


Tho' now aſcended up on high, 

He bends on earth a brother's eye, 

Partaker of the human name, 

He knows the frailty of our frame. 
, 1 Our 
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Our fellow. ſufferer yet retains 
A fellow. feeling of our pains 
And till remembers in the ſkies 


His tears, and agonies, and cries. 


In every pang that rends the heart, 
The Man of Sorrows had a part ; 
He ſympathiſes in our grief, 
| And to the ſufferer ſends relief. 


With boldneſs, therefore, at the throne 
| Let us make all our ſorrows known, 
N | | And aſk the aids of heavenly power, 
N A To help us in the evil hour, | 


